THE MONSTERS3 BALL

other women, like nearly all other women, who, nevertheless, did not
get killed as a result?

Or was it merely the fault of that choleric man, whom they had
never loved, towards whom they had always felt an instinctive hostility?
If he were guilty, why had he not been arrested and brought to trial?
And how had the murderer had the face to live with them for nearly
two years after his crime, pretending to see to their education and
manage their affairs?

And Jean-Noel suddenly remembered that he was wearing the man's
coat. Oh, no! That was too much! He got suddenly to his feet, met
the glances of the old people and sat down again.

The words of a servant, heard during his mother's funeral, came
back to his mind: "Monsieur le Comte came back from Paris that night
wearing a tail-coat..." Jean-Noel wondered if it were the very coat
he had on this evening.

He decided to go to Africa, find Gabriel De Voos, make him confess,
have him arrested or kill him with his own hands.

And Jean-Noel knew at once that he would do nothing of the sort,
that this was but a last childish imagining, a melodramatic role such
as one invents for oneself at the age of eleven, saying, "When I'm
grown up!" And now he was grown up, and he would stay here, his
legs crossed, sitting in this Louis XIII chair, maintaining that outward
appearance of calm, detachment and reserve which by precept and
example he had been inculcated with since his birth. Don't show your
feelings, always preserve your dignity and your self-control. "People
of our sort wear a mask, people of our sort die behind their mask,
commit suicide, assassinate each other, but don't mention it to anyone,
certainly not to the children. People of our sort sometimes feel as if
they were going mad. But one stays put, sitting in a dreary drawing-
room among a few old people, waiting for one's grandmother to die,
holding the Figaro in one's hand, and waving one's foot to and fro."

Jean-Noel wondered where he had picked up the paper that he was
not reading. He suddenly crumpled it and threw it on the floor. The
old people looked questioningly at each other but said nothing.

"Really, the whole thing's absurd," Jean-Noel thought. He felt sud-
denly angry with fate. He and his sister had been born into the circle
and tradition of wealth; they had been the most fortunate infants in
Paris, they had been brought up to an enormous inheritance and to
take their place in the world of luxury and power; and now they found
themselves, at the very moment they were beginning to live, without
parents, without a family, without support and without money; then-
whole fortune an uninhabitable historic chateau, whose roof let in the
rain, and the few furnishings and pictures in the Rue de Liibeck, which
they would have to sell in a hurry, as soon as the old woman had been
buried, merely to feed themselves.
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